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countered, during them, the beauty of the past more
actually than ever before. He himself had been
engaged for a long time now on the most modern
aspect of art. He had seen beauty in terms of lines,
angles, cubes, squares, as bare, naked, strong and
undecorated as he could make it. But now this
Pageant had thrown him back into the very citadel
of decorated splendour, tapestries, jewels, armour of
gold and silver, rich candlesticks, heavy purple vest-
ments, stained glass, missals, caparisoned chargers,
Romney's flaming servant carrying the brilliant
bird. . . .

More than that. He had been in contact with a
personality so strong that it seemed to him as though
he stood at his side, advising him, showing him his
thoughts, his movements. He knew Henry Arden
now better than he knew himself. During rehearsal,
once or twice, he had been actually, for the moment,
Henry Arden. As, in front of the Cathedral door, he
withstood the charge of the knights, giving his great
cry of defiance, he thought: * This is the end. All
my life, my hopes, my great ambitions have come to
this. To be murdered by this scrabble of cowardly
knaves/ and he had to hold himself (his temper being
what it was) not to give them back blow for blow.
Percy Dalton, the Pageant Master, had come up to
him after rehearsal and said to him: * That was
magnificent, Mr. Lampiron, Never seen anything
better. You were the Bishop himself/

He was thinking of all this when he felt the touch
on his arm, to find, to his disgust, that it was the
loathsome Furze. His temper was up in a moment
as Henry Arden's would have been had he been
accosted by some villainous usurer.